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| sat at my desk and stared at the screen, but couldn't concentrate on anything. This was unusual. | loved 
every aspect of my job, pushing sixteen-hour days effortlessly. Giving interviews, hassling with promoters and 
our record label, modeling for a shirt every now and then, taking care of scheduling and logistics for the next 
tour, researching song material, designing covers.. these were all parts of my job. I'm aware that I'm one of 


many wheels in the Sabaton gearbox, but I'm also aware that I'm an important wheel. 


There was a knock at the door, and Liv, a colleague, stuck her head in. She had two large cups of coffee in her 


hands, and | jumped up to hold the door open for her. 


"How did you know..." 


"That you needed a break? - | didn't. | thought if you were engrossed in work, I'd just put the coffee down for 
you and drink mine in the coffee room." She set her cup on the small round table in the office and opened the 
window. 


"No wonder you can't concentrate," she remarked, "the air is thick enough to cut! 


| eyed her furtively: the broad shoulders, the toned arms and legs, the thin dreadlocks, half ash blond, half 
washed-out red. Perhaps two inches taller than me. The dragon tattoo that seemed to stretch all over her 
body. She stood by the window with her coffee, breathing in the fresh, cool air. So much beauty in one spot. 
Not to mention that Liv was warm-hearted and cheerful. Her laughter was more contagious than Jocke's. | 


sighed inwardly. Should l.would she..no, not a chance. Would there? 


"Would you like to go out for a drink with me tonight?", | spluttered out and felt my face growing red. 


As assertive as | actually was: in this very moment, | felt | was not enough. | am quite small, five and a half 
foot, | was too thin, if not skinny, and apparently, | couldn't ask a woman ask out withour making a complete 


fool out of myself. Now she would laugh, mock me or worse. 


"Sure! Where do we go?" In utter surprise, | stared at her. Had she actually agreed? 


«Earth to Pär!" her voice got me back in my office. 


„Did you say yes?", | groaned inwardly upon this remark but | had to be sure. 


„Yes, | actually did", she replied, bent over to me and kissed me on the cheek. We emptied our coffees, then 
she went in her office and left me utterly confused. But | very motivatedly continued my work. And | was full 


of anticipation. 


